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the wall of the world. You can cry out, lad, if you like, that
it's all fantasy and illusion, you can cry out that your excavations
set it at naught; but I tell you that sooner or later you'll know
it as I know it! I tell you it's in all the pain of the world where
love turns to hate and beats against the wall! It's in the despair
of all the sterile love there's ever been since the beginning!
Don't you see what force there is in sterile love ? Why, my dear
boy, it's the strongest force there is! Rampant desire unful-
filled—why, there's nothing it can't do! Stir up sex till it would
put out the sun and then keep it sterile! That's the trick. That's
the grand trick of all spiritual life. It's the pain of Saint Der-
fel. It's the pain of Saint Demogorgon. Your physical pain's
nothing to it. Now do you begin to see the truth about my
name? I didn't change it to Uryen because Uryen's a pret-
tier sound than Enoch, but because I found, in incarnation
after incarnation, that I've actually been Uryen! It's all in
the books. The mental pain that breaks against the barrier, the
mental pain that loses itself in death-in-life, is the key to Uryen's
country. This is the land of Mureif and Rheged and Cattraeth
and *yr Echwyd.' Rhys says that Skene's version of Taliesin's
fragment:
Ac efyn arbennic
yn oruchel wledic
yn dinas pellenic
yn keimyat kynteic
ought to be changed a little. I would change it to: 'And he
especially, the supreme power, in the distant city, the principal
companion.'
"And it's Rhys and no one else who makes clear what this
Power, this 'Uryen' in me, really is. It is the old magic of the
mind, when, driven to bay by the dogs of reality, it turns upon
the mathematical law of life and tears it to bits! It's the old
magic of the mind, the secret of which has been so often lost;
till the Welsh, alone among the races, hid it instead of squander-
ing it"
Here there began again that same curious quiver in Uryen's
face, as if the man's lineaments were decomposing, as if the
ghastly ripples of some actual commencement of physical death
were passing and repassing across his face, and not only did

